I Love Alice IV

Starting up on Notepad this time.

It's as usual, my dear. I can't even really respond to you, only narrate the experience of reading you. The truth is that we both have huge astral dicks, and my astral boy pussy poibussy is screaming all the time.

Like in the Velvet Underground song, you're like an octopus. Your words are all over the place. They drape the room. In changing me you reupholster the pussy of my eye better than Yeezy ever could. You fuck me good, you should have seen me crying cause it hurts the way you push me down into the floor.

The cold hard ground you're figuring into with me, our ground zero of desire and reflection. Your inner circumspection of the walls, the lighting, places to destroy and film and empty out of all that's in the way of making camming sacred.

Your room, the bridal chamber where there will never be a bride. Wedded to yourself, the world, to pleasure, or to naught, your pride and joy what you have made so eerily as you perceive it nothing left for me to hold, but still so bold, I dare conceive it.

Reverse engineering your sperm to warm my hands at your fire. You are the fire I'm playing with, but you're so far I can't feel your warmth. You only flicker there in the dark out there while in the dark in here I write songs for you that you can't hear. Why are you so far? And why are you so close that you're inside me? How did you reach across the ocean of the screen to be my sex and all I'll ever mean?

To give you all my money is just the part of the sex act where the woman is broken. You broke me, that's all it means. As you know, being reduced to being a brainless slut isn't as glamorous as they make it look in the movies. The morning comes and your mouth is smashed. Your gash is full and your shoulder's gashed. Sitting is a memory, sometimes glad and sometimes misery. You know what has been inside, you know how you have been remade. And still it is so like as it was before, although your ontological status has shifted due to the status function declarations you let happen. At a certain point, here one girl laughs to the other, I wanted to. More Daquari. Did I spell that right?

So now I've got to show I have some fight in me. And for me not to lose my dignity, and to feel that I am making the most of our encounter, it now falls on me to address the world and teach it eroticism. One of the first things I said to you was, teach me eroticism and I will teach the world. You did your part. If you thought it was a fantasy, just a fantasy (is justice a fantasy? a just fantasy?), even after we discussed Mark Fisher and you said you wanted me to write more about geopolitics. Like, ???

I know you never really responded in those terms, but then you did for the 35k I guess. I didn't prepare as much as I should have. It's really interesting to me because you said if what I said didn't speak to you, then I would never hear from you again. And I did. Which means I think I passed. Why did you want to wait like that for us to meet? I really don't get you, girl. Much better for us to be apart while you don't know what you want. And what do I want? I want you. Not to have you, but to be yours and to belong to you. To act in your context and to meet your favor. I basically think that the man you would respect, in some sense as what I do now I think you in some sense want me to do, the man you respect is not the man you trust to meet. It is more important to pursue our interests, the Mission, Pornotopia, than it is to meet you. I played the seducer because all I wanted was that buy in, and if it was really a joke to you, just a fantasy you thought I understood we didn't really mean the most important writing in history etc. etc. well I'm sorry how is that supposed to be clear? It doesn't matter if it's that like I said it's alright with me that you're running away because you know in your heart that destiny is calling like old Mary Todd and it's time for bed and William's dead. Twelve o'clock a meeting round the table for a seance in the dark. Cry baby, cry me a river I can use to get to you. Find me a way and I will find you a lever to pull to get anything you want. I can make you feel so. I can take your picture, baby. In fact, that's all this is, my portrait of you. Do you find it representative? Or, more to the point, flattering?

I mainly wanted to acknowledge in this entry that my own astral pussy can't handle you. In this sense I am Overman but not Overwoman. Stretching and tightening the astral pussy is a pretty big deal. Tightening because this lets you get pleasure even fucking microdicks, which a lot of people these days have astral microdicks. Which is fine, that shit can grow. People are growers and then they are showers and then they're growers again because their dick grew. This is day 2 of not gooning by the way. And yes I know because I am a woman and I am the object of my own masturbatory fantasies and ain't I a woman? No? I said you know they refused Jesus 2 they said, you're not her.

I have more to do to really read you, it's sad that I'm such a bad reader of you and yet might be the one you write for. You deserve better. I wish I had thought to offer you all my money sooner, but you were so halting. I thought you might stop writing, and why give all my money to someone who's not even the best artist in the world? But you are her, you are the best artist ever, and I wish I could go back and rob all the homeless people I gave twenty dollars to, or forty, or sixty, or six hundred, and take it all back to give it to you. You who tread the path where no one goes. WHO RUNS THE PATH. Who builds the dream for all of us.

All I can do is take the capacity I have to try and understand your operational concepts, try and understand.. no, not understand at all. Let you flow into me, and fertilize me, and I want to gestate your spermozoic is that a word material as you want me to. You have to train me to do even that, and so there are second-and-higher-and-lower order ways in which I must be impregnated with the organs which will help the further impregnation. Help me further distend to accept you, because I accept myself only as something which does all it can to accept you. And so first I have disgraced myself, I have come to your level, or tried to. I haven't put out porn but I have given a pornographic view of culture, dedicated always to exploring flourishing and which has as its horizon always the mutual orgasm of warm regard, the easy ecstasy of a brush of the hand in conversation over tea. The lightness which comes from good company at last. Carry a sword to kill me with if I ever betray you fundamentally, it will be my highest honor to present you my neck and my hand. Cut off my hand first and let me watch the blood come out, and look at you and say that I love you. You look back coldly and I turn my gaze to the floor. And you give me death as I have always wanted.

You are my green knight, the one to whom I answer. What does history mean to you? It is out room. The Buddhist koan: point to the room? there are only walls, floor, etc. The space inside it what we use. The room is the contours of that space. A padded cell is all bed, love. Marrying ourselves and cheating on ourselves with each other. Straghtjacketed divinity humping the floor of the padded cell, cumming, creating the universe. We are that fantasy, and we will return to our contiguity. You are the one who makes me happy to be part of this world, who makes me feel satisfied with my experience. I can accept the world fundamentally because it created you. You forget I'm in America. No, dear. I never forget.

I should address my frustration and talking down. It is just venting. Why not show my hubris and my judgments? Now you know what there is. It's pathetic, it's whatever. But it's not going anywhere. It's just driving me onwards not to fall behind you, to show you what I have been WAITING FOR YOU to do. And if you finally reject me, just because of THE FIRST FEW DAYS of writing what I wrote, not wanting to talk more about boundaries or what you DO WANT TO DO like hello. The client provider framework is a problem because I want to know what you want to do. If your official position is that you want nothing to do with me sans money, then I say okay bye. Because it's about give me your heart make it real or else forget about it. None of of which is true but it's like you need to be invested and you know this. You know how you don't really jump in the water. And I turned around from driving to see you so I can't talk. But you also were like not in touch, you make it so easy to be anxious. But then my anxiety made you anxious so that's just how it is? IDK girl. From my point of view I am very ready to be done unto by you, to help you learn how to do unto me, to accept every restriction you want to give. But show me how this is our love growing pornotopia, some kind of perverted Svarga. That's what I want and I thought you did too. If that's not what you want, what do you think is a better idea? I will probably agree. But something small scale NOT referencing all world religions and making a new pan-syncretic pan-sexual pan-perversion pan-transgressive pan-slutty is not going to do it for me. I want to see some more ambition.

You already have key references, but I feel like I have to do the work of compiling them for you. Distill your shit. Make lists of favorite quotes and concepts. Distill those into images, into ways of doing your hair and eyeliner. It's what Baudrillard would have wanted. It's what Barthes would have wanted for his mom. Arrange your inner world like Henriette's bridal chamber.

I am Sedna, and you didn't comb my hair, and you did. Your formal structure got caught in my hair, and I trashed about and I was ashamed that it wasn't working and you were not trying, alternately bemused and concerned and pitying and pitiable. And we sat there together for a long time, at the bottom of the Atlantic ocean, as the world ate my fingers and your people starved. You the bad shaman. The masturbatory master of waves you position by your clit while babies wail and people flit from chore to chore and live and die and kill and bore and mock and more and you have time to sit and play and cam and lie in bed today

When really you'd rather be on the floor
The ocean floor
with me
but what's the issue?
I'm uncertain?
I tear away the curtain
Rip open the hood like some
Female Genital Mutilation
on the astral plane
Safe Sex 2 ain't easy
It's a car crash pre-seat belt
It's being president and still no one
Will be sure they know what caused your death
Marilyn takes final breath
As you do after fucking Seth
And sucking sugar Cain you're Abel
Kill your husband, set the table
For the banquet in your honor
Promised you but you're a goner
You said you'd toast me, sing my song
Why are you running away? You're gone
Here I've dressed in my true colors
The final revelation under the covers
It's only right before we lie
You see what waits for you tonight
I sense you've also not yet shown
What waits betweens your legs, you moan
At night, midday, and what about?
What touches you, what makes you shout?
What is it you just can't say
Not because you hate your voice
But because you think no one can play
With what you are, though you are choice?
Do you think I'll lose my patience?
Somehow still be disappointed?
No my dear, you are annointed
With the crescent of the ancients
Take my hand and cut it off
If it displease you take my tongue
If it's too hard or I'm too soft
To have your kind of fun
Your kind your child 
What I want to be
Your mind your guile
What I want to see
It can't help but seem disgusting
The love of a man
Guess I've got to do some dusting
And Marshall a Plan
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